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face; his long fingers were clenching themselves under the table,
their nails pressing into the palms of his hands. As for Dave fie
was occupied in a vain attempt to open a ginger-beer bottle.
"You'd like some of this, wouldn't you?" he whispered across
the table to his wife. Then he added in a still lower voice, "It
won't open though."
In the silence that ensued everybody could catch the audible
lifting up of an angry infant's moan, a moan full of a self-pity
that amounted to anguish.
"He's woke up," cried Nell, biting her lip, and casting a wild
look of blind appeal upon Mat Dekker.
"Hush . . . listen!" whispered Persephone.
And while in the further distance the heavy tramp of Zoyland's
boots was audible, they all caught the lilt of an esoteric jumble
of West-country rhymes, chanted over the cradle.
"Oon, two, dree, vour . . .
Bells of Girt Sedgemoor!
Who can meake panceake
'Thout fat or vlour?
Zee-Zaw, Harry's mother,
Sold her bed and laid in clover,
Wadden she a dirty slut
Da zell her bed and lay in dirt?
Ton my life an' honner!
Gwine to Mark's Tower,
Who should I see,
But Zookey's Babee?
Ton my life an' honner!"
In the interior of Whitelake Cottage this singular lullaby was
very audible and not devoid of significance. But its effect upon
the infant was the reverse of soothing. Something in the sound
of the child's crying, when it burst out again now, made Mat
Dekker think of a small vivisected dog he had heard howling
once and that he could never get out of his head. Nell's face
became distorted with anger. She felt as if each step Zoyland
took, upon those creaking boards up there, was taken upon the
outstretched nerves of Sam's child! She could see the way its